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To Do With Moo 


Author's Notes: 
This story arose out of the amusement | and my friends got from Too_Fast_for_Love5IT\'s story "Moo With 


Me". Many thanks to her for allowing me to use her story as the basis for mine. 


This story may stand on its own but it will make more sense if you have read her story. 


Here is the link to read it, if you haven\'t. 


If you\'ve already read this story on my LiveJournal, thanks for reading it there. Otherwise, | hope you find 


amusement through reading it. 


Vivian picked up the stapled-together pieces of paper from the floor. He still wondered what those girls had 
been going on about. It must have been pretty funny, though. 


It had sounded like they were making animal noises at each other. But he didn't see why "mooooo" and 
"baaaaah" would be so funny as to make them laugh until they cried. They'd even dropped the papers they had 


been clutching. 


He'd been going to autograph the papers for the girls and stick them underneath their hotel room door. He 
knew he recognized at least one of them as being in the fan club presale seats at their concert earlier that 


night. Someone with that shade of hair was unforgettable. 


Viv searched in his pockets. Damn, cant find a pen, he thought. Making a mental note of the room number 
where he'd seen the girls enter, he headed back up to his room to find a Sharpie. 


Sitting down at the little desk after he'd located one, he started to turn the printed pages over to sign on the 
blank side. The little bundle of paper was crumpled and damp.. from being held in nervous hands or from 


receiving tears of laughter, Viv wasn't sure. 


The words at the top of the page caught his eye. "Latest Fic on Rockfic," he read, and groaned. Lord, how had 
he ended up with this in his hands? Reading further, he saw that it was a fanfiction story featuring Def 
Leppard, set in 1983, long before he joined the band. 


All of the Leppards were quite aware that fanfiction was written about them. In fact, their official website had 
at one time allowed fanfiction to be posted on their forum, but that had ended years ago when it only seemed 
to inflame the more fanatic of their ‘fans’. And when those ‘fans' had started writing about band members’ 


wives and children dying. 


Joe absolutely could not stand fanfiction. You only had to mention the word to him to see him start foaming at 
the mouth, nearly literally. When Viv or Phil was bored, they would try to wind Joe up by mentioning fanfic to 
him, just to watch the fireworks. 


Most of the band didn't have that kind of strong opinion about fanfic. Viv actually read some of the better 
ones, thanks to an arrangement with a member of their management company. It was part of her job to 
monitor mentions of Def Leppard in print, media or on the internet, and she also kept an eye on the many Def 
Leppard fiction groups on the internet. When she found the rare well-written, entertaining story, she would 


forward it to Viv, who would sometimes share it with Phil as well. 

Both of them knew not to take fictional portrayals of themselves too seriously, and some Def Leppard fiction 
writers had authored very engrossing stories. Some could even be called erotica, though he and Phil had 
chuckled about those stories that slashed them. 

Still, he wouldn't care for Joe to catch him with a printed copy of a Def Leppard fanfiction 


So why was he so tempted to read the fanfiction he held in his hands? 


Giving up the fight, he took the papers back to the bed, made himself comfortable and started to read. After 
all, he wouldn't be in this story. 


Viv was surprised at how the author had been able to capture the Leppards' character at the time the story 
was set. It certainly matched what they had told him of that time. Steve was a character in the story, of 
course, and he wasn't treated as the perfect man or a martyred saint or a demon, just as a normal, everyday 


kind of guy. 


But soon Viv was laughing too hard to care about character portrayal. He understood why the girls had 
laughed so hard at "mooooo" and "baaaaah" that they had dropped the story. The idea of Sav, in a field in 
Nebraska, in the middle of the night, mooooing, was just too absurd for words. 


Viv was laughing so hard he was crying when he heard a knock on the connecting door in his room. 
“Ey, mate, you ok?" 
Unable to speak, he kept laughing until Phil opened the door to see what was so funny. 


"Mooooo," Vivian managed to get out, and collapsed into laughter again at the look on Phil's face. Wordlessly, he 


held out the stapled papers to Phil. 

Phil saw at a glance that it was a fanfiction "Do you know what Joe would say if he saw this?" 

Viv kept laughing, he couldn't seem to stop. 

"Its really that funny?" 

Viv managed to nod vigorously, and Phil's curiosity won out and he started reading. 

"Yeah, | think we were in Nebraska in August 1983," he murmured, reading further. He started to chuckle and 
then as he read onward, to laugh harder. Viv had started to gain control of himself and subdue his laughter, 
but that was totally undone when Phil, still laughing, looked at him and said, "mooooo!" 


There was only one answer for that. Viv stood up, looked Phil straight in the eyes and said, "baaaah!" 


Both of them laughed until they nearly made themselves sick. And every time they started to slow down the 


laughing, a whispered "moooo" or "baaah" from one or the other would set them off again 
Finally exhausted beyond words, Viv grabbed the Sharpie and a piece of hotel stationery and wrote Thanks for 
the laughs! and signed his name. He thrust the paper at Phil, who also signed. Sneaking downstairs, they stuck 


the paper under the hotel room door whose number Viv had noted earlier. 


Then they went back up to their rooms and tumbled into their beds, exhausted and wrung out not only from 
the show, but from laughing so hard. 


eR 


The next morning.. 

As usual, Viv was barely awake as he shuffled through the hotel lobby and out to the veggie bus. He still 
wore a sneaky grin, however, the byproduct of a ten-minute laughing fit during his morning shower. He'd heard 
Phil next door in his shower at the same time, and had been possessed by he knew not what evil spirit that 
made him go "mooooo!" 

He had barely heard the return "baaaah" through the wall over the howls of laughter... his own and Phil's. 

Viv tossed his duffle onto his bunk after boarding the bus and threw himself down after it. He managed to 
ignore Malvin when he came aboard to check that they were all there before the bus pulled out. He even 
managed to get some sleep while they traveled. 

When Viv woke, the bus was still moving. He could hear Phil's voice, and from the sound of it, he was doing a 
radio interview via his cell phone. He heard Rick moving around the bus as well. He was about to get up when 
he was struck with a sudden thought. 

How would Phil react if Viv went "mooooo" right about now? 

That set Viv off again. He turned over and buried his face into his pillow to muffle the laughter. The more he 
tried to stop, the harder he laughed. He knew very well how Phil would react and it was all he could do to not 
inflict the laughter on him during his interview. 

Viv heard footsteps behind him, and then Rick's low voice. 

"Viv, mate.. you all right?" 

He knew he was shaking with mirth and it probably did look bad if you didn't know he was laughing. He nodded 
into his pillow and waved a hand to say he was all right. Rick apparently wasn't convinced as his footsteps 
didn't move away. 

Finally he heard Phil finish up his interview and click the cell phone off. Rolling over onto his back, Viv let loose 
his shouts of laughter. Rick was giving him a very strange look, and Phil walked over to his bunk and looked 
down at him too. 

Phil was already starting to grin as Viv managed to stop laughing long enough to gasp out "moooo!" 

"Baaaah!" Phil rejoined, breaking into snickers himself. 


| was so tempted To ‘moo! during your interview." Viv laughed. 


As Phil realized what would have happened if Viv had moo-ed at him, both of them busted out laughing again 


“Wha? What are ya talking about, ‘moo'?" Rick asked, looking thoroughly confused 
"You.. you really.. don't want to know," Viv gasped between guffaws. 

"Yes, | think | do. It sounds like something that's going to get you two into trouble" 
"Better us than you?" Phil laughed. "Mooooo!" 

"Baaaaah," Viv answered, and they were off again 


Rick put his hand on his hip and tapped his foot on the ground while he watched them laugh. He did have to 
admit there was something infectious about that laughter, and he found himself chuckling as well.. about what, 


he had no idea 


Finally Viv managed to get sober enough to look at Rick. "You sure you want to know, Rick? Look what it's done 
to Phil an’ me. And a ‘moooo' at the wrong moment - at ANY moment - will set us off now whether we're in 


a radio interview or the middle of a show, yanno?" 


Rick just stood there, looking at the two of them still laughing. He appeared to consider it for a moment, but 


when he spoke his tone was decisive. "Yes." 
"Baaaah!" Phil said at the same time Viv told Rick, "Don't say we didn't warn you!" 


Viv started laughing again as he dug through his duffle for the crumpled papers. He handed them to Rick, and 
he and Phil composed themselves a bit in order to watch Rick's reaction to the story. 


Rick's first reaction was raised eyebrows. "A fanfiction? You two are looking for trouble!" Then he got pulled 
into the story as he read further, and started to laugh. Rick laughed all the way till he reached the end of the 
printed story. Then he pulled himself together and handed the papers back to Viv with an absolutely straight 


face. 


There was silence in the moving bus for just a moment, until Rick, Viv and Phil all said simultaneously, 


"moooooo!” And then they all laughed so hard they cried. 


Again, every time the laughter started to die down, one or another of them would let out a "mooool" or a 


"baaaahh!" and it would set all three of them to laughing again. 


"That is a truly evil, and infectious, fanfiction," Rick observed when they were finally too tired to laugh any 


more. 


"Told you so," Viv muttered, smirking at Rick. "Gotta share the laughter, yeah mate?" 


Phil, ever mischievous, looked at Viv with a twinkle in his eyes. "I dare you to show it to Sav. And Joe!" 
Viv just groaned. "I don't know about Sav, he can usually laugh at himself, but Joe would kill usl" 


RK 

Later that day.. 

Viv, Phil and Rick had spent most of the rest of the bus ride in intermittent fits of laughter. When they 
arrived at the venue, they were able to do a quick sound check. By dint of some serious effort, the three 
were able to push the fanfiction to the back of their minds and concentrate on the job at hand, without 
cracking up. They were careful not to look at each other, however. 

This night they had not booked a hotel, as the buses would need to leave shortly after the show in order to 
reach the city of tomorrow's show in time. So they all took some time to get cleaned up and to relax between 
sound check and show time. 

After enjoying a hot shower, Viv booted up his laptop and checked his email, also taking the opportunity to 
send an email to Lisa, his contact at the management company, describing the fanfic he'd found and asking if 
she had seen it anywhere. The printout he had ‘acquired’ did not include a title or authors’ name, it seemed to 
have been copied from someone's blog or personal website and dropped into notepad and printed. And he was 
curious about the story and the person who'd written it. 

He managed to not think about "moo0000" while he was sending his email. 

Nor a bit later on when he was catching a bit of a nap, resting up for later. 


Nor when the band was eating in the hospitality room before the show. 


Though the three Leppards ‘in the know' about the story still had to be careful not to catch each other's 
eyes, for fear of dissolving into laughter - and then, having to explain their hilarity. 


Joe even commented on their behavior. "What's up with you three? Didja have a fight on th’ bus today or 


something?" 
Somehow, Rick found the fortitude to look Joe straight in the eye and give him a solemn answer. 
"No, Joe, we're fine. Why?" 


“Something's up. You're not looking at each other. And you're all very serious. Either you three are fighting... or 


you're up to mischief of some kind." 


Rick just rolled his eyes and walked away from Joe shaking his head. But Viv saw him biting his lip, hard. And 


Viv was pinching himself to keep from laughing. 


Phil burst out in a sudden bout of coughing, glaring at Viv and Rick when they looked over at him curiously. 


Rick wandered over to him to pound him on the back, inquiring solicitously, "You gonna be ok, Philmoo?" 


In a classic double take, both Phil and Viv nearly didn't catch the reference, but suddenly realizing what Rick 


had actually said, both pairs of eyes snapped back to Rick's face, which wore an angelic smile. 


Phil dissolved into another coughing fit, real this time, and headed to the loo. Viv bit his lip until it bled, trying 


not to laugh and trying to look innocent, since Joe was still watching them. 


Joe shook his head and rolled his own eyes as he looked at Rick and Viv. "I don't wanna know. Just keep out of 
trouble, willya?" 


Joe headed out of the hospitality room and Rick and Viv fought not to look at each other. 


They succeeded, barely, until Phil re-entered the room, somewhat red in the face. None of them noticed Sav 


coming into the room and wandering over to the food. 
"| can't believe you, Rick!" Phil all but yelled. 


"What?" Rick asked calmly, looking the picture of innocence.. well, almost. His lips were twitching as he 
restrained his mirth. 


"Philmoo'? PHLMO00? An’ why do | get stuck with that, you arse? It should be ‘Vivmoo'! This was all Viv's 
fault! Or, better yet, ‘MooViv'l" 


"Moo?" came a voice from behind them, and all three turned to see Sav holding a bottle of water and looking 
at them in bewilderment. 


In spite of the straight hair and the slightly rounder form, the vision of Sav in confusion was so close to the 
fanfiction that Viv, Phil and Rick cracked up. That was the thing about the fanfiction It was so true to the 
Leppard who had been called "Prince Foofy" that it was incredibly easy - and funny - to picture it in the 
mind's eye. And now there was a real life example right in front of them of Sav mooing. The three laughed 


until they fell over. 

Sav was getting just a little annoyed, as neither Viv nor Phil nor Rick could stop laughing long enough to tell 
him what was so funny. It didn't seem like they were laughing af him, just at something related to him. But he 
couldn't understand how just questioning them about their "moo" could make them laugh so hard. 


"A'right, what is so fucking funny?" Sav asked. "I just asked why you were mooing.” 


Rick managed to subdue his giggles long enough to respond. "Don't ask, mate. Don't ask! You wanna end up like 


this?" He gestured at Viv, Phil and himself. 

"Yre gettin in trouble again?" smirked Sav. "But it seems like fun, or at least funny, so | am asking." 

"Really, Sav. We couldn't be so mean as to do it to you. It's like a disease. Once you have it, you simply can't 
keep a straight face if you hear the key words," Phil said between chuckles. "We're not trying to exclude you, 
we're trying to save you some problems. Plus, there'll be ‘ell to pay if Joe ever finds out" 

"Key words like ‘moooo'?" Sav asked, his eyes narrowing as the other three fell into laughter again 

"Fine. | think you'd best tell me all about it. Or else," Sav threatened. 

"Or else what?" Viv had to ask. 


"Or else I'll ‘moo! tonight during the show. Let's see.. maybe right before ‘Love Bites?" 


Viv, Phil and Rick groaned, knowing what such an action would reduce them to.. laughing, blithering idiots. At a 


very inopportune song moment. 
"Dammit, Sav! We try and protect you, and you blackmail us to get you into trouble?" Phil continued, "Do you 
realize how much trouble we, and you, could get into with Joe? This has to do with.." and here he stopped and 


looked around, making sure there was no sign of Joe returning, ".. a fanfiction" 


Sav whistled. "A fanfiction is whats making you laugh so hard? Yeah.. Joe might tear us all apart if he finds 


out. But where does the ‘moo’ come in?" 

Rick smirked as he answered, "The ‘moo' comes from you. You're the subject of the fic." 
Sav looked stunned and bewildered. "Me? | moo? Wha'??" 

Once again the ‘moo' and the confused look drew a round of snickers from the other three. 


“All right, even if it is a fanfic, | want to read it," Sav said. His tone was mild, but his expression was 


determined. "What's it called, who wrote it, and where can | find it?" 
Phil hooted with more laughter. "You? You're going to find something on a computer? On the internet?" 
Sav glared at him. "Yes, you wanker!" 


"Actually, you aren't," Viv commented. "We don't know what it's called, we don't know who wrote it, and we 


don't know where its at on the web. | tried to find it today and failed, but we're trying to hunt it down." 


That bright blue, intense glare was now turned onto Vivian. "So how did you read it, then?" 


"The old fashioned way.. on paper," Rick noted dryly. 

"Where's the paper, then?" Sav asked. "lm getting ‘curiouser and curiouser‘.” 
Rick and Phil both looked at Vivian 

"What? Am | the official ‘Keeper of the Moo'?" 

The other two laughed and told him "Yes!" 

Viv rolled his eyes. "Thanks, put my arse on the line if Joe finds it" 

Sav pressed the issue. "C'mon, | wanna read it. Or else!" 


Viv grumbled, "Tis in my duffle. I'll see if | can discreetly retrieve it.. but if Joe's in th' dressing room, all bets 


are off." 
As Viv headed out of the hospitality room, Sav gave him a bright smile. And a "Moooo!" 
Viv just rolled his eyes and tossed a “bitseach |" over his shoulder at Sav as he exited. 


Viv headed down the hallway, hoping that Joe was somewhere other than the dressing room. He regretted, 
now, that he and Phil had fanned the flames of Joe's ire about fanfiction. It would only add to the trouble 
they'd be in if Joe found out about this latest litte.. situation And seeing as how they couldn't really control 


themselves, when presented with a ‘moo’, he was afraid Joe was going to find out about it, sooner or later. 
At this moment, he was just hoping it was later! 

Entering the dressing room, he immediately saw Joe, reclining on the sofa, eyes closed, engrossed in whatever 
was on his iPod. Hoping it was something really interesting, Vivian padded over to his duffle. Rummaging 


hurriedly through it, he found the crumpled bunch of paper, folded it carefully, and turned to leave. 


Only to jump mid-turn as a voice accosted him. "Whatcha doin'?" Looking to the couch, he saw that Joe was 


now sitting up, eyes open, looking at him curiously. 


Viv shrugged and tried to look casual - and not guilty. "Needed something from my duffle. Sorry to disturb 
you." 


The catlike green eyes focused sharply on the papers in his hand. "You writing?" 


Joe meant music, but in the circumstances the question nearly broke Viv's composure and set him laughing 


again. 


But he managed to shrug again and say dismissively, "Nah, just something l'm looking into." There, that was 
true enough. He tried to move towards the door of the dressing room, without looking like he wanted to make 


a quick exit. Though he did. 


Fortunately, Joe quickly lost interest (or else something more interesting came on his iPod). He lay back down, 


commenting, "Well, lemme know if ya need help." 


"Sure an’ | will," Viv replied as he exited the room, trying not to look like he was running away. Though / don’t 
think he could help with this, he thought, looking at the crumpled, folded papers in his hand. Wincing at the 
thought of what Joe would do if.. no, when he found out, he headed back to the hospitality room. 


Re-entering the room where his mates waited, Viv was thankful to see that there was still no one else there. 


Tossing the crumpled papers to Sav, he said, "There ya go, mate, and don't say we didna warn youl" 


Sav immediately sat down and started reading the printed story. "| see what you mean about no title or 


author," he said 


Phil, Rick and Viv drew a little closer to watch Sav read the story that was about him.. mooing. Not too close, 
however; if he took offense to it, they didn't want to be within arms’ reach. 


"This isn't about me, it's about Joe," Sav commented. 

"Keep reading," Phil told him. 

“M000000!?" Sav questioned. "The thought of Joe going to the lobby naked is funny, too." 
"Keep reading," Rick instructed. 

Sav snorted with laughter, "/am in a field? Mooing at the sky? In the middle of the night?" 
"Keep reading," Viv laughed, enjoying Sav's running commentary. 

Sav burst out laughing as he continued to read. "Robert? ‘Tell him to do it quieter!'??" 


By this time the other three were already snickering, getting amusement from watching Sav's reactions as he 


read the story. 
Sav continued reading, mostly ceasing the commentary as he was laughing hard enough to make reading 
difficult, let alone remarking on what he was reading. At one point he came out with a "baaaah!", looking up at 


the watching threesome, who by that time were laughing themselves. 


"Moooo!" came back the answer from three voices, and they all laughed until tears were rolling down their 


faces. 
Sav read until the end, laughing more at the actions and reactions that were described in the fanfiction The 
creased bunch of paper was more crumpled and Sav was laughing so hard he finally rolled off the chair, falling 


with a thump to the floor and simply lying there, snorting with laughter. 


The other three weren't much better, now laughing not only at the story but at current-day Sav's reaction to 


it. 


Ten mirutes later, finally all laughed out, the four Leppards were draped casually across the furniture, still 


trying to get their breaths back. 


"Y'know, we did drop acid a number of times on that tour," remarked Sav, "but | don't remember where, 


exactly." 


Phil and Rick nodded, searching their memories of that time, but neither could come up with dates or places. 
Vivian watched with interest. 


Then Sav remarked, "An' | don't remember it being as much fun as this describes. Either for me or for any 


observers.” 
‘It never is," Viv noted sadly, to which they all agreed. 


"But the fanfiction is hilarious.. and very true to how we were then. | see why you broke up when | asked you 


about ‘moo'l" 
Grins and weak snickers greeted the key word, until a stern voice behind them said, "What now?" 


Stumbling to their feet in alarm, the four resembled nothing so much as naughty little schoolboys.. quite a 
feat for four jaded rock stars in their forties! 


Seeing no one had come in except Malvin, the guys breathed sighs of relief that they tried to keep silent. 
Mal raised his eyebrows. "Well? What trouble are you lot getting into now?" 


"We aren't doin’ anything, Mal. Just sittin’ around, um, reminiscin’," Viv said, indigo eyes dancing with laughter 
as he tried to look innocent. 


"Well, | came to make sure you were all here and all decent, because you need to do a quick and dirty meet 
and greet before the show. We won't have time afterwards and the promoter wants to show off to his VIPs," 


Mal explained "Where's Joe?" 


"He's in the dressing room," Viv answered. 


As Malvin headed out of the room to collect Joe, the guys from Journey started to straggle into the 
hospitality room, most grabbing bottles of water and sinking into the chairs, since the show would start soon. 
Sav unobtrusively smoothed out the handful of paper that he held, folding it and shoving it into his back 
pocket. 


Mal and Joe entered the room on the heels of the local promoter and four or five of his quests, and the band 
went into "promotion" mode, mingling and being pleasant to the local VIPs. Fortunately it was close enough to 


show time that the impromptu meet and greet did not last long, and soon the non-show-related people were 


being herded from the hospitality room to take their seats for the concert. 


The outside influence had also made it easier for four of the Leppards to concentrate on something other than 
"moo". Again, they were being careful not to catch one another's eyes, fearing an outburst of mirth (and the 


subsequent explanations to Joe.. and the ensuing consequences of that discovery.) 
Fortunately, the show went through without any moo-ving revelations. 


os 
Boarding the buses.. 
Sav, as usual, had avoided the fan gauntlet and was already safely ensconced in the attack bus. 


Phil, Rick and Viv were slowly making their way to the veggie bus, chatting, shaking hands, signing autographs 
and posing for pictures along the way, when Joe exited the venue to a round of fans' cheers and shouts of his 


name. 


Deciding he was too tired to ‘make nice’, Joe smiled and waved at the fans as he headed towards the bus, but 
stayed far away from the barrier that held the fans back. Hearing the disappointed murmurs and grumbles 
from the crowd, Joe stopped in the doorway of the bus to look back, giving the fans the opportunity to take 
pictures of him, if not get near him. The bright flashes from the barrier as cameras popped made him wish 
he'd worn his sunglasses, but he kept the smile on his face as he watched the other three, who were finally 


making it to the end of the barrier and the door to their bus. 


Joe watched, smiling indulgently as he observed his mates charming the ladies. Rick was climbing into the 
veggie bus, and Joe was about to enter his own bus when he saw Vivian stop in mid-step, eyes wide as he 
apparently recognized a fan, or maybe an old flame? Phil caromed into him, not having realized that Viv had 


halted. 


Rolling his eyes, Joe waited to see what Viv would do now. If it was an old flame, there was no time to rekindle 
the fire, as the band was already behind their scheduled departure time. Security was already steering the 
fans away from the barrier so that the buses could get out and on the road, and Malvin was directly behind 
Phil, attempting to herd cats.. that is, Leppards, into their bus. 


Vivian whispered to Phil for a moment, nodding his head in the direction he had been looking in. Then both of 
them started to laugh. They would have headed in the direction of the barrier and whomever they had spotted 
had not Mal barked at them to ‘get on the damn bus! 


Scrutinizing the crowd, Joe spotted two women who he thought might be the ones Viv and Phil were looking at. 
One was right at the barrier which was being moved back, and the other, apparently somewhat shy, was 
slightly behind her. Viv and Phil, though not moving towards the barrier any more, were grinning and waving in 
their direction as Mal tried to pull them towards their bus. 


Joe grinned as both women apparently couldn't believe that they were the target of Phil's waving and Vivian's 
insistent mugging. Mal had pushed the Leppards nearly to the bus when Rick stuck his head back out. A short 


sentence from Viv, explaining something, and Rick, too, grinned in the direction of the two women. 


As Malvin pushed them onto the veggie bus, Rick, Phil and Vivian looked back at the two Leppard fans and said 
something. It wasn't loud enough for Joe to hear, but the women apparently did, the stunned looks on their 
faces indicating that something had been communicated on a level they understood. Then both women burst 
into laughter, which Joe, even from where he stood, could hear echoed from the three now enclosed in their 


bus. 


Mal pushed Joe further into the attack bus and told the driver, "Move out!" The door of the bus closed and 


the vehicle moved forward at the same moment. 


"Mal, what did those guys say to the women? What was so funny?" Joe asked as he followed Malvin further 
into the interior of the attack bus. 


"| dunno, it didn't make sense," Mal told him, "just sounded like animal noises." 


"Animal noises?" Joe questioned as they walked by the couch where Sav sat, drinking bottled water. Sav looked 
up sharply at Joe's words. 


“Sounded like ‘moo'," Mal responded. And then both men turned to look at Sav as he fell into laughter. 
"What?" both Joe and Mal asked Sav, who shook his head, continuing to laugh. 


Mal gave up after a few minutes when Sav didn't stop laughing and didn't answer their questions as to what, 


exactly, was so funny? 
Joe, however, was more curious - and more persistent. He kept needling his oldest friend, finding that the 
more he asked Sav what was so funny about ‘moo’, the more Sav laughed. Finally, Sav gasped between giggles, 


"Can't... explain. You had to.. be there!" 


Sav knew it was going to fall back onto him to reveal to Joe what everyone was laughing about. Phil, Viv and 


even Rick had tormented Joe so often about fanfiction that if they said anything to him, he would explode first 
and ask questions later.. after the fur had already flown. 


It would be much better if Sav could somehow lead Joe gently up to the point of revelation of the source of 
the general amusement. After all, surely Joe would not punch out his oldest friend over something so silly.. 


would he? 
Sav hoped not. 


He knew that Joe's interest was piqued, now, and that he would worry at the question like a dog with a bone. 
And since he was stuck on the bus with Joe for the next twelve or so hours, he knew that eventually Joe 
would worm the story out of him. He almost wished he didn't have the fanfiction in question in his back pocket. 


But at the moment, Sav didn't have a clue how he should go about revealing the information to Joe. He figured 
he needed to give him enough details that he wouldn't get frustrated and angry, and not so many as to get 


him mad about fanfiction. 
But where to begin? 


"C'mon, Sav, mate, what is so funny about Viv, Phil and Rick saying ‘moo' to those two fans?" Joe continued to 


push Sav for answers. 
"You saw it, | didn't, Joe." 
"But you laughed when Mal said the guys had said 'moo'!" 


"Well, it sounded funny. | don't know why they would say that to a couple of fans!" Sav had crossed his fingers 
surreptitiously as he told the little white lie. He thought it might have been the two female fans that had 
originally dropped the fanfiction in the hotel hallway the night before, which Viv had retrieved. At least one of 
the fans had been visually striking enough for Viv to have been sure that they were fans. 


Joe plopped down on the couch next to Sav. "Why won't ya tell me what's funny about ‘moo'? Haven't we been 
best mates for fuckin’ ever? Aren't we closer than brothers?" Joe was whining for all he was worth, and it 
was more than Sav could take. If he rolled his eyes any more, they'd roll down the hall and out onto the 


highway. 


Deciding honesty was the best policy, Sav turned to face Joe. "Frankly, Joe, no matter how or what | tell you, 
l'm afraid you'll get mad and blow your stack. And not see the funny side." 


Guileless (and deceptive) green eyes stared into Sav's, never wavering. "| could never be mad at you, Sav," Joe 
said. Sav barely stopped his eyes from rolling yet again. He could almost hear the unvoiced, but still present 


addendum ‘as long as you tell me what | want to know’. 


Shaking his head, Sav gave in, a little bit. "On your head be it, then, when you get mad, Joe." 
"One word. ‘Fanfiction: " 


Joe was rocked back on his heels, not having expected that ‘moo' was related to his pet peeve. Sav could see 
his indignation rising as his brows lowered, his face reddened and his fists clenched. By the time Joe turned 
towards Sav to vent his ire, Sav had already hurdled the back of the couch in order to keep a large piece of 
furniture between himself and Joe. 


"You asked!" Sav reminded Joe as he readied himself to run if Joe looked to be about to lash out physically. 


Joe drew himself up, fists still clenched, and started to rant. "Fanfiction! It's the most horrible thing there is. 
The fact that someone would take me and manipulate me as part of a story is awfull Whether or not they 
say it's not true, that its fiction, too many nutcase fans believe it like it was the gospel truth!" 


"The people that write fanfiction.. they.. oh! H's like I'm some caricature to them. I'm not real, they're just 


using my body and my face and my name for their own amusement!" 


"Fans who write it take it so far out of the bounds of reality that it's barely even me. l'm all up for a good 


joke every now and then, but making me into a flouncing nancy-boy is out of the question!" 


"Fanfiction is ridiculous. If someone's going to be creative enough to write, why don't they come up with their 
own bloody characters? Why do they have to use me? And most of the fans who write that fanfiction have 


no respect for me or you or anyone. A lot of fanfiction is simply coming from a lack of respect." 


Sav had stood, listening as Joe's rant grew and grew. He was having a hard time not rolling his eyes and not 


laughing in Joe's face. 


When Joe finally paused for a breath, Sav took the opening. "What happened to ‘I could never be mad at you, 
Sav'?" He imitated Joe's voice and manner as he quoted him, causing Joe to stop, think, and even look a little bit 


doubtful. And shutting off the rant. 
‘lm not mad at you, Sav. You didn't write the fanfiction, did you?" 
"Of course not. I'm the subject of it, though," Sav replied, looking smug. 


Joe looked aghast, snatching up a pillow from the couch that was between them to throw at Sav. "How could 
you possibly like being the subject of some sick fan's homoerotic fantasies?" 


Sav easily deflected the pillow and found himself rolling his eyes - again. "Wake up and smell the coffee, Joe. 
Not every Def Leppard fanfiction revolves around you. Not every fanfiction involves sexual situations. The fic 
in question is not at all sexual, hetero- or homo-, and is very humorous. Viv, Phil and Rick have been laughing 


about it all day" 


"That's what they were up to? No wonder Viv was tiptoeing around me like | was set to explode!" 


"Yes. Now, are you going to be reasonable about this, so you can read the fanfiction and laugh about it with 
the rest of us? Because if not, I'm going to bed." 


Joe drew himself up, though there was doubt in his eyes as he spoke. "There's no way a fanfiction could be 


intentionally funny. | can't believe that." 
"All right, be that way, mate," Sav remarked as he headed for his bunk. "Good rest!" 


EK 
Later during the night.. 


Sav woke suddenly, a bit startled until he realized that what had woken him was the lack of movement. The 
bus was stopped. 


Leaning over and peering out the window, it was obvious that the bus was not at its final destination. Sav was 
looking out at a deserted field. This must be one of the necessary scheduled breaks for their bus drivers, 
then. Usually when traveling through the night, the bus drivers tried to park the coaches as far as possible 
away from the busy areas of the truck stops where they took their breaks, so the band could sleep 
undisturbed. 


Yawning, Sav got up and padded to the loo. Heading back to his bunk, he bypassed it and continued out to the 
living area. Looking out the windows on the other side of the bus, he saw the bright lights of the truck stop 
some distance away. A wide expanse of mostly-empty parking lot stretched between the truck stop and the 
two tour buses, parked side-by-side. 


Grabbing a bottle of water out of the fridge, Sav plonked down on the couch. Drinking slowly, he looked out the 
window away from the truck stop, seeing again the deserted field, the ragged grass no more than knee-high, 


bathed in the light of the full moon. 


When the idea struck him, it was so beautiful in its simplicity and synchronicity that Sav almost couldn't 
believe he'd thought of it. It was bloody brilliant! Sav grabbed the couch pillow and stuffed it to his face to 
muffle his laughter. When he'd finally composed himself a little, he headed back to his bunk to throw on some 
clothes. Then he put his plan into action. 


EK 


The noise HAD to be coming from outside the bus. It was long, drawn out, and alone. 


And fucking loud. 


Joe turned over in his bunk, the sheets getting tangled beyond belief as he muttered sleepily. 


But then it happened again; even if he wanted to, he couldn't ignore the noise that brought him right up out of 
his bunk. 


*M000000!" 

"Oh, for fuck's sakel" Joe moaned, tumbling out of the bunk, barely remembering to pull on some jeans before 
he stormed up the aisle and out the door of the bus. The empty parking lot stretched into the distance, with 
but one familiar form leaning on the front of the bus. 

"Viv! What the bloody ‘ell is that noise?" 

Viv was propped against the bus, watching something in the field next to the coaches’ parking spot. 


"That... is Sav," he gasped out, looking over at Joe with wary eyes but not ceasing his laughter. 


"What the fuck is he DOING?!" Joe exclaimed, bringing another burst of hilarity from Viv. The guitarist took a 


deep breath, attempting to control himself enough to give the obvious answer. 

"Mooing, | do believe, Joe." 

"WHY is he mooing?" asked Joe, before he realized that he might already know part of the answer. Before 
anyone could respond, they heard the noise again, coming to them as clear as if Sav was standing right next to 
them. 


"M000000!" 


Joe left the helplessly giggling Vivian behind and headed around the corner of the bus. There he ran into Rick 
and Phil, leaning against each other in the throes of a laughing fit. 


"Where is Sav? And why is he mooing?" Joe demanded of his bandmates. 


As one, two arms raised to point into the field next to the bus. The owners of the arms didn't stop laughing, 


however. Joe swiveled around to look. 


There, standing in the center of the field, gazing skyward, bathed in moonlight, surrounded by the dusty, knee- 
high grass, his back to them, stood Sav. 


"M0000000!" 


Joe stared, ignoring the hoots of laughter coming from Rick, Phil, and Viv, who had come around the corner to 


join the rest of them. 


Slowly, Joe started to grin, and then chuckle. There was something all too amusing about your bassist and best 
friend standing out in a field and mooing at the sky, even more amusing since it was so late at night and out of 


character for him. 


He had a hazy idea that this must have something to do with the fanfiction that had brought so much mirth 
to his mates that day. How it was related, he had no idea. From what he had seen, fanfictions either contained 
ridiculously self-serving fantasies about female fans, thinly disquised versions of the authors, seducing him in 
various unbelievable ways, or else they portrayed the Leppards as indulging in and enjoying an equally ridiculous 


number and variety of trysts amongst themselves and their (male) musician friends. 


Another "moooooo!" from the field drew his attention back to Sav, who then flumped down, sitting in the damp 
grass with his long legs folded under him as he stared up at the sky quietly. 


Of course this drew another round of laughter from the observers. 
By now, Joe was laughing as hard as the other three. The whole scene in the moonlight was just surreal.. Sav 
mooing, the other Leppards laughing like loons.. and Joe still wasn't sure exactly why he was laughing. Though 


he was laughing at Sav. And at Viv, Phil, and Rick. 


Finally Joe threw up his hands. "A'right already! | give up! Somebody please explain this hysteria to me? 
Please?" 


The look on his face was enough to set the other three to laughing again. Phil started singing, even. "Hysteria.. 


when you're near." which of course made them all laugh harder. 
"Y'd best ask Sav, it's in his possession," Viv finally managed to say. 


Sighing, Joe started across the field towards where Sav sat. He hoped Sav wouldn't give him too much grief 
about changing his mind. Reaching the spot, he walked around Sav to be able to look in his face. 


Sav was sitting cross-legged in the wet grass, upturned palms on his knees, head tilted towards the sky, eyes 
closed. Before Joe could say a word, the sky-blue eyes opened and Sav grinned up at Joe. 


"Moo with me." 


He said it with such good will, and such seriousness, that Joe couldn't help but laugh once again. He reached 
out his hand, and Sav took it. Helping Sav up from the wet grass, he pulled him in for a hug. 


‘I'm sorry | was such a bastard about fanfiction, Sav, and will you please explain to me what this is all about?" 


"Fanfiction," Sav answered with a perfectly straight face, then laughed at the look on Joe's face, which was 


part anger, part laughter, and part wry acceptance of the irony. He pulled Joe toward the buses. 


"I only recreated a scene from the story that we've all - bar you - read and laughed at, Joe. You laughed at 


me mooing, you'll probably laugh at the story when you read it” 


Entering the attack bus, Sav pushed Joe down onto the couch as he turned on the overhead light, which was 
not usually on at this time of night. 


Phil, Rick and Viv had trailed along behind them, eager to see Joe's reaction to the fanfiction, and perfectly 
willing to laugh themselves silly once again, if they had any laughter left in them. Draping themselves over or 


against any available surfaces (that were not within reach of Joe) they readied themselves to be entertained. 
Joe scowled at them. "Do you have to make a big production of this?" 

"Yes!" was the prompt answer from four throats. 

"You just want to see me eat crow," Joe grumbled. 


Sav responded with a grin, pulling the much-abused printout from his back pocket. It was now slightly damp 
from the grass in which he had sat. "No.. we want to see you laugh." He presented the bunch of paper to Joe. 


Joe heaved a large and overdramatic sigh, taking the papers from Sav. Reluctantly he started to read. 


In spite of himself, the fanfiction pulled Joe in immediately. Part of him was amused that he could read 
fanfiction with such equanimity, part of him was wondering about the accuracy of the details.. were they in 


Nebraska in 1983?.. and part of him was already laughing at the story. 


The other four Leppards watched him closely, snickering quietly as he started to laugh. They could almost tell 
the moment Joe stopped thinking of what he was reading as a "fanfiction" and just considered it a funny tole. 
He stopped frowning and started giggling, continuing to read at a fast pace, and his laughter grew. 


Joe laughed and laughed as he read further, and Sav, Phil, Rick and Viv chortled and guffawed right along with 
him. Reaching the end of the story, he dropped the crumpled mass of paper on the floor, falling sideways on 
the couch and laughing till his cheeks hurt and he couldn't breathe. The rest of the guys were as badly off; 


they were all limp and exhausted from laughing so much. 


Just then the door of the bus opened to admit the bus driver, so Phil, Rick and Viv made haste to re-board 
their proper coach. As they were leaving, Joe called out, "ey, thanks, mates!" Quick grins, giggles and waves 


replied to his statement. 


As the buses pulled out of the truck stop, Sav snapped off the overhead light and the two sat in the dark, an 
occasional giggle or chuckle escaping weakly as they tried to compose themselves. Joe knew he was too wound 


up to go to sleep, even though the hilarity had exhausted him, so they just sat there, trying to breathe. 


Finally Joe felt his head starting to nod, and decided to go back to his bunk. Getting to his feet, he looked down 


at Sav, who was still snickering from time to time, though his eyes were closed. 

"G'night, Sav, and thanks," Joe said. Sav gave a wave of his hand, too tired to respond vocally. 
Reaching the entryway to the hall that led to the bunks, Joe looked back, an evil grin on his face. 
"Baaaaah!" 

Joe was rewarded as Sav dissolved into laughter again, and fell off of his chair. 

"M000000!" he said from his prone position. Which of course set Joe off again. 


Heavy footsteps made them try - unsuccessfully - to stifle their laughter as they looked up, grinning at 
Malvin as he stormed down the hallway from his bunk towards them, looking as tired as Joe felt. 


"Oo the fuck is mooing?" Mal asked, voice sleepy and irritated and not one bit amused. 


Cracking up all over again at Mal's inadvertent echoing of the fanfiction, Joe managed to gasp out "Sav!" 


through laughter that threatened to overwhelm him. 


Looking at his hysterical singer in the hall, and then at the equally mirthful bassist on the floor of the bus, 
Mal rolled his eyes yet again. 


"| don't wanna know! Just, whatever you're doing, do it quieter!" Mal noted, stalking off back to his bunk 


The shouts of laughter from Sav and Joe resounded through the bus, leaving a merry band - except for Mal 
- to try to compose themselves for rest as the buses headed on through the night. 


